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earns what he lias earned at first. Pith ana Point.
The Boston Herald minted an item

FLEETING JOYS.

Time gwi In for funny f reals,
MatTs a toy bs like to play with ;

Notice bow be lines our
Mirk wbat glee be inakea us gny with.

Pleasure romea to soothe our heart ;
Often, like the rose, Ua prickly ;

Soon Ita radiance departs
Happy momenta vaulsh quickly t

Supposing you, by fate'a decree,
Lore a girl and long to greet her,

Doot tbe minutea seeni to be
Leaden-winge- d until you niert her?

When tbe hour arrlrea at last.
And all care away you banish,

Tben tbe tyrant travela fast
llappy momenta quickly vaniah !

Hera upon this earthly ball
Joy awhile will make ua gayer,

But wben Borrow glvea a call
' Oftentlmea'ehe prove! a " stayer."

Hope, thou swiftly glideat
are the flower thou pickcit

Boon, alaa, their bloom ia gone
llappy momenta fly tbe quick? at !

Xerer mini, we needut groan ;
Tear-dro- ahowerllke, refresh ua ;

After all. we're bound to own
Joy la like a sweetheart precioua.

Cant away regreta and aigha,
Though our carea beaet ua thickly,

llappy momenta let ua prize,
Even though they vaulab quickly !

-- London fun.

circumstantially; and, walking with her
to the station, sees her off, with the
precious basket in her care and that look
of steadfast happiness in her eyes.

It is a long journey, but the anticipa-
tion of David's delight at seeing her
shortens and beautifies the way, so that
she starts with surprise when a fellow-passeng- er

tells her she is at Padding-ton- .
Timidly she stands back from the

crowd, holding her basket tight upon
her arm, and watching tho passers-b- y

with wistful, patient eyes, Wliat a
great place this station is I and every
one so busy and engrossed I

" If you please, I want to reach Far-ringd-

street. Would you kindly tell
me what to do ?" she has at last ac-

costed a porter, as he passes with a
liamper on his shoulder.

" Cross to Metropolitan."
Cross to Metropolitan ! The words

are foreign words to her. What can
they mean ? Is there a river then be-

tween her and David?
Another porter, coming slowly up as

the crowd disperses, sees tho puzzled
look upon the woman's face, and how
she shrinks apart in her neat country
dress, and holds her basket with such
care and pride.

" Where do you want to go ?" ho en-

quires kindly,
"To Farringdon street. I am to

cross something, but I could not under-
stand. I'm sorry to be so trouble-
some."

" You'd far better have a cab," the

tion in them, upon the opening op-

posite.
What a gay, grand place this is, with

lights like suns and stars upon the ceil-
ing, so far up, so very, very far up I

Why, the church at home is not nearly
so high as this room. But why is it
lighted yet? Tho June sunshine is lying
brightly now upon the sea at home, and
it must be light as day in the cottage
rooms. What thousands of faces are
gathered hero all looking one way, too,
all looking at that door which she has
been bidden to watch. Are they wait-fo- r

David, too.
Suddenly a band begins to play; and
puzzled more and more Mary turns

her eyes from the spot sho is watching
so intently. David has never told her
about this music, and these lights, and
this great lofty room, and the watching
crowd. What does it mean ? And why
is Davy coming here ?

A prompt, tumultuous sound of clap-
ping in the crowd ; and Mary turns her
puzzled eyes back again to the doorway
she had been bidden to watch. No one
is there, save the few idlo figures which
have stood thero all the time. But
now, in the cleared space in the center
of the building, a man (who must have
passed through while she was gazing at
the band, and whose face is turned from
her) is climbing a singlo rope suspended
from the roof.

Wonderingly, Alary watches the light
and active figure tightly clad in white
and crimson springing upward with
the speed and the agility of a squirrel.
Why should he do this daring, foolish

have to work as you work now, or deny
yourself as you deny yourself now.
You have so little, mother, to make your
Life easy and bright."

" Little I" she cries throug her hap- -

tears. " Little I when I have you,Eyavy?"
"We both have all we need, dear

mother," the boy says, laying his curly
head upon her shoulder. " I would not
change homes with the richest boy in
all our college (though hn would laugh
at the notion) ; but still, I mean to give
you more. I am making the most of
my time. "

" What do the masters say of you,
Davy?"

"That I am the best arithmetician in
the school," the boy' says, laughing ;

"and best (for my age) in one or two
other things. But, mother, I beat every
fellow older or younger hollow at
gymnastics."

"What are they?" asks Mary, wonder-
ing. But though David explains at
length, her idea of the science is only a
little less vague when he finishes than it
had been when he began.

" Wo have a splendid gymnasium at
school, and you should see me. There's
not a fellow who can come anywhere
near me. And I have a prize to show
you, mother not for that," he adds,
with a laugh at her surprise, "but for
accounts. I won it to please grand-
father, because, after all, he was very
good to put me to school, though he will
not personally notice either of us. It is
almost like giving me a fortune, isn't it ?

and therefore better than if he asked me
to his house, although that would show
he had forgiven my father for settling
here."

"Almost a fortune yes," she an-
swers, gravely stroking his brown curLs.
" But try to think less of being rich than
of being good and true-hearte- my own

about a " bold sneak thief."
It is now BUDttOSed that Abraham

was tho original base ball player, n the
scriptures say tnat lie pitched m the
wilderness.

14 Where is the ea t ?" inquired a tntor
ono day of a very little pupil. " Where
the morning comes from," wdm the
prompt and pleasant answer.

Wiien a cannibal gormand cwh to a
native restaurant for a dish of mw&iouary.
he uses the words of an old hymn and
calls for " Servant of God well done."

Hamid tho carea of state, the new Sul
tan of Turkey should not forget that it
is to scissors and rum ho owes his ex-

altation ; he must Abdul perceptions if
he doesn't. Chicago Time.

" Does our constant chatter disturb
vou ?" asked one of three talkative la
dies of a sober-lookin- g fellow-passenge-

"Iso, ma am ; I ve been married nign
on to thirty years," was the reply.

A scientific writer says every infant
can say "no several monuis oejore n
can say "yes. An old bachelor wno
has been rejected seventeen times says
this habit of saying " no " beforo aha
can say " yes " clings to the female in-

fant until after she becomes 27 years old.
A young gentleman, after having for

some time paid his addresses to a lady,
popped the question. The lady, in a
frightened manner, said: "You scare
me, sir." Tbe gentteman did not wish
to frighten the lady, and consequently
remained silent for some time, when she
exclaimed, " Scare me again."

The following was copied literally
from an old tombstone in Scotland :

" Tiers lies the body of llexander MTbtmon,
Who wu a very extraordinary person.
Who wai two yards in bin stocking feet.
And kept hi accoutrements clean aud iioa.

lie wu alew
At tbe batUe of Waterloo,
1'lump through

Tba gullet ; it went in at In throat.
And came out at tbe back of Lis coat."

A county treasurer in Ohio named
Krostt is "short" in bin accounts, and
his friends doughn't know where he is.
lie was always considered a pie-ou- s man,
too. Norrtstown Jlcrald. He's prob-
ably just taking a loaf round, and will
be back when he is kneaded. Possibly
he's taken a yeasterly direction. Phila-
delphia Bulletin.

A tailor and his son were in the
olden days doing a day's work at a farm-
house. The prudent housewife, to se-

cure a good day's work, lighted candles
when daybght began to fade. The
tailor looked to his son and said, " Jock,
confound them that invented workin'by
candle-Ucht- " "Ay," replied young
6nip, "ordaylicht, either, father."

At a brilliant church wedding some
of the ushers showed some very worthy
but socially obscure people into good
seats in the middle aisle. As soon as he
discovered it the sexton hastened to the
usher and exclaimed : " Did you give
the 's that seat?" "Yes." "What
on earth did you do that for i Did you soft
know that they were only side-aiat- e

trash?" Boston Journal.
The other morning a hungry-lookin- g

man was bothering the melon dealers at
the City Hall Market to find him a five-ce- nt

melon. One of the dealers became
annoyed at the stranger's persistency
and called out: "Why dont yon in-

vest fifteen or twenty cents in a nica
melon and take it home?" "I
will at once tell you why I don't,'
was tho soft reply. " I should kindec
hate to take a melon home and sit down;
and eat up all before my wife and chil-
dren. Seems to me it would be kinder
hoggish not to give them all a piece
around, and so I will buy one and eat it
here." "Aivl I hope the seeds will
choke youl" shouted tho dealer.
"But they won't. I am always very
careful to spit 'em out!" Free Press.
The Issue and Retirement of (ireen-uac- k.

The statement given below shows the
issue and retirement of national bank
notes and legal-tende-r notes under the
act of June 20, 1871, and Jan. 14, 1875,
to the 1st of this month :
Nation bauk note eut-- s

tanding wben act of June
20, 1874, u passed J

National bank notes tattled
from June 20, 18J4, b Jan.
14,1873 $ 4,734,30"

National bank notea re-

deemed and retired be-

tween earn da tea 2,707,332

Increase from June 20, 174,
to Jau. 14,1873 l,C7,2tS

National bank note
Jan. 14, 1873.... VUl.Wl.eM

National bauk notea re-

deemed and retired from
Jan. 14. 187S, to date 137,543,613

National bank note surren-
dered between aame datea. ,ni6,2O0

Total redeemed and anrrau--
dered 43,8C1,8J3

National bank notea inued
between same datea 15 R,03

De-re- from Jan, 14, 1873,
to date ga.Ott.'Mt

National bank notee out- -

lauding at date f 3,S3o,7U
Urevnbacka on depomt iu tUe treuanry

June , 1874, to reilre notea of in- -
solvent and llqnUlstiuir banks .. .. 4,JtU,C7a"

Qreeubacka devoaited from June 20.
1871, to dte, to retire national bauk
notea M,fl4,Wt

Total Jeposlta I 0,727,771
CirrulatU n redeemed by Treaanrer be-

tween aame dates wituont rolsue.... 40,313,14

Qreenbscka on depoiit at date 22,413,m

Greenbacks retired under act of Jan.
14, 1K7 $ 12,069.3M

Greenbacks outstanding at date ZC,M I.etH

DiTlding California.
Another State is talkod of. It is pro-

posed that California shall be cat in two
along the line of Santa Cruz county,
with fourteen southern counties for a
new commonwealth, which will have
about 150.000 inhabitants, 30,000 votcra,
and taxable property estimated at

" And so," he writes, a little sadly now,
" the home with vou is still out of my
reach, for ixvertv here, mother, would
be to you a hundred times worse, than
poverty at homo."

When he has been absent lor a year
he comes home to spend his birthday
with his mother: a summer day which
they have spent together for all the
eighteen yeais of David's life. Then
he goes back to his work, still hopeful
of the rise which his earnest and untir-
ing servitude Li to win.

Six months pass, and then, ouo Sun-
day night, David walks unexpectedly
into the cottage kitchen, whero his
mother sits beside the fire, softly sing-
ing to herself a hymn which she has
heard in church that day. When she
starts up her face, in that moment of
surprise, white as death David sees
how little able she is to bear any shock
where he is concerned. But her delight,
one minute afterward, makos up for all,
and that Sunday night is one which both
will love to remember.

"Can you not stay one day?" tho
mother pleads. "Must you really go
back Davy?"

" To-da- y you mean, mother. Look,
we have chatted till after midnight,
already. Never mind, we have four
whole hours more, thanks to the new
railway. Don't go to bed, mother ; I
cannot spare you for that time."

She has never thought of leaving: him ;
so beside the cheerful fire they sit and
talk ; first of the lives which they have
separately led, and then of that life
which they are presently to lead to-

gether for David has come home on
purpose to bring joyful tidings. The
long-talke- d of home will be ready soon,
for he is earning a high salary now, and
all the old bright plans are to be carried
out.

"But, Davy," Mrs. Sullivan says,
when she rises to at last to prepare the
early breakfast, " how very hard you
must be working only to be spared for
one day, after a whole twelve months of
service 1"

" I could have had one holiday be-

tween," he answers, " but I would not
take it. It was wiser not, mother, as
this is an expensive journey, even now
that we have the railway."

"And you have been sending me
your money, David."

"But I am earning so much now," the
young man says, with a bright excite-
ment in his eyes. ,

" And are you happy, David ?"
"Very happy, mother thinking how

soon everything will be as I planned it
long ago.5'

" But for yourself alone, are you hap-
py, dear?" she asks wistfully.

"II" Oh yes, mother, quite happy."
Another good-b- y "But the lost,"

David says, as again and again he kisses
his mother's shaking lips.

CHAPTER III.
"AH, POOR HUMANITY !'

David had said that he would spend
his birthday at home that June day
which has always been the one holiday
of the year to the widowed mother but
on the morning before arrives a letter
which tells her that he is obliged to de-
lay his coming. London is very full, he
says, and he is very busy ; so he cannot
get that day a holiday.

In every line of this letter the mother
can read his disappointment, as well as
the sorrow it gives him to disappoint
her ; and tears come and blot out the
loving words, as well as the proud de
scriptions of the home which is all ready
for her now, out in one of the pleasant
northern suburbs. They blot out even
that simple request at the end " Think
of me more than ever
mother, and pray for me just at night-
fall ; at that very hour when we have
been used to sit together in the porch on
other happy birthday nights.

There is the present of money which
most letters bring her now,

.
and it is

1 ! 11-1.- 1 T 1 1 1
wmie sne noius wis money in ner nana
that she forms a sudden resolution.
wliich comes to her at that moment as so
natural a one that she wonders where it
lias been hidden before.

She is on her way from the village
postomce when the plan suggests itself,
and when she reaches home (her steps

3uicken in the new excitement) she sits
her old seat on the porch and

makos it all clear to herself. David is
working very hard, and is to be lonely
on his birthday, liow can she better
use his gift to her than by giving him a
pleasure he cannot expect, and so pre-
vent his being solitary on that day which
they have never yet spent apart f As
he cannot come to her, she will go to
him. Ah t how his face will brighten
when he sees his mother come in ! How
he will start up with outstretched arms to
clasp her ! That moment will repay her
for any trouble she may have in reach-
ing him.

When onoe tho resolution is formed
it holds her tenaciously, and she begins
her preparattions at once, glad and ex-

cited as a child. She packs her basket,
putting in a chicken and butter and eggs
and cream, because David has said that
he never enjoys theso things in London
as he does at home; and she smiles as
she ties a dainty whito cloth over them
all; for she is picturing her boy's de-
light when he snail unpack theso luxu-
ries which she has brought him from
his own village. All that night she lies
awake, yet rises brisk and active, almost
wondering if she can be the Mary Sulli-
van who has never entered a railway
carriage in her life he, a traveler,
starting alone to a far-off- . city of which
which she knows nothing.

Taking her basket on her arm, she
walks to the Itectory to leave the key of
her cottage with her clergyman, and to
obtain from him instructions for her
journey. He gives them clearly and

BY A LEAP.

CHAPTER I.
"TRUE OP HEART."

A small, cottage where
a woman sits working in the porch.

A tiny cottage, in a garden stocked
only with fruit and vegetables, save for
the hardy creepers clinging to the porch.
Cut then their blossoms gleam as white
and pure as any rare exotics, and the
dark leaves move softly in the fairy light,
as the breeze nestles there, after ita
flight across the heath from that far lino
of brilliancy which, though but a rib
bon'a width, is the broad sea flashing in
the sun. A slight, pale woman, wear-
ing a widow's cap upon her smooth
brown hair, but with such a look of love
and longing on her face that she too has
a beauty which it is good to look upon.
Small and isolated as the cottage may
be, it is a home of love and peace, and
plain and quiet as the countrywoman
looks, she has a wealth of warm affec-
tion in her heart.

As she aits there alone, Mary Sullivan
is dreaming the old dreams which have
cheered her ten years ot widowhood-bri- ght

but never impossible dreams of
the future of her only sonand she is
glancing backward, too, over her own
life, wondering a little, just a little, if
many women of her age have seen no
more of the world than she, who has
not spent one night of all her life

nor ever wished to do so beyond this
village where her husband has been
schoolmaster. Is it to be always so ? A
steadfast light comes into her eyes, and
her quiet lips break into a smue, made
beautiful by proud and loving trust
"That shall be left to Davy," she says,
uttering softly the one name which now
means all the world to her. "His
choice will be my choice."

From the porch were Mary sits she
can catch a glimpse, through the trees,
of the road along which the stage-coac- h

daily passes. This spot she is watching
eagerly, and when the four horses come
within sight at last, she drops her knit-
ting and rises. Nervously drawing her
hand across her strained, glad eyes, she
turns and enters the cottage, as if she
dare not wait those few minutes which
will bring the coach into sight again close
to the garden gate.

Tea is laid for two in the pleasant lit-

tle kitchen, and the table though it
bears upon its snowy cloth no luxuries
beyond home-mad- e cakes and fresh-lai- d

eggs has quite a festive look. The
mother stands and gazes round her with
a smile. Is there nothing more she can
bring for Davy ? Iler hands are clasped
together, and her breath is quickening,
for she knows that any moment now her
boy may rush in, past that line of sun-chi-

at the open door. But she does
not know how intently she is listening
for his footsteps upon the gravel, nor
how her face brightens when he comes
in at last.

"Mother I"
"Oh, Davy, Davy!"
The greeting bursts from the hearts of

both, in that first moment ; then the
boy's hps are clinging to his mother's,
and her arms hold him in that entire
love which a widowed mother so often
lavishes upon an only son.

The meal, which she has prepared with
loving hands, is over ; and the mother
and her boy sit together in their favor-
ite corner of the porch, while the sua
seta far away across the sea.

"Four whole weeks of idleness, and
of home and you, mother," David says.
" It seems too good to be true."

"But you like school, Davy?" Mrs.
Sullivan asks wistfully. " You are hap-
py there I"

" Happy t oh, yes ; and getting on
capitally. Of course I try to do that,
mother, as grandfather urged it so when
be condescended to put me in this
school. Perhaps he will help me a little

, even when the five years are over. I
will soon rise, if he gives me a start,
after this promised school term."

" And if he does not, this education
is a great help, Davy. You will be
17 when you leave the college, and
clever, and able to do anything.''

" Anything everything, mother," as-
serts the boy, softly drawing her arm
about his neck. " I shall be a man, and
you shall never want anything again.
Yen sball have a large house and gar-
den, and I shall come home to you
every evening from myffice where I
hall earn the money, you know. It
mast be near London, because men don't
cet rich except in London, I expect.
Should you like it, mother ?" .

" You have made up your mind to bo
rich, Davy!"

"Only," the boy answers, his eyes
upon his mother's face, " only just rich
enough to make you comfortable and
tappy, mother ; that you may never

man says, in a tone of involuntary
kindliness. " Do you mind tho ex
pense?"

" I have six shillings in change," she
answers, looking gratefully into his
face. " Will that do r

"Half of it."
ne takes her to one of the waiting

cabs and makes a bargain with the man
in her presence; then he closes the door
upon her and smiles as she drives
away.

And this is London this line of
steeets, and crowd of people, and deaf-
ening sound of wheels I Poor Davyl
now he must long for the quiet, shady
lanes and the fresh breeze coming in-

land from the sea !

The cab stops, and Mary Sullivan
stands with beating heart at the door of
a tall, narrow house in Farringdon
street and rings the bell faintly. She
waits what she thinks a long, long time
before a young woman appears in
answer to her modest summons.

" Will you tell me, if you please, in
which room I shall find my son ?"

"What's your son's name?" tho girl
asks, with a long stare.

"David Sullivan."
" Oh, Mr. Sullivan," she says, a little

moro pleasantly. "He's out. Would
vou like to step into the passage and
rest 1"

"Thank you," David's mother says,
gently, as she meets this unlooked-fo- r

blow, "I would much rather go to
him."

"I don't know where ho is, though
He's nearly always out. He's at an
offic all day. Then he's forever going
out into the country somewhere north,
where he's got a house he's been fur-
nishing. I don't know where else he
goes, but he's always away at night."

" He will be at that house you speak
of, I suppose?" questions Mary, her
voice trembling in in its eagerness as
her thoughts dwell on this home which
David has been preparing for her. " I
wish you could tell me where it is."

"But I don't know," the girl answers,
moro shortly, " and I should think you'd
better stay here till he comes back."

" I would rather go to him. Do you
think any one in the house could kindly
tell me where he is ?"

A young foreigner is coming down
the stairs as Mary speaks, and she
looks shyly and wistfully at him. So
the girl asks the question: Does he
happen to know where Mr. Sullivan is?

Monsieur Sulli Sullivan ? " the
young man questions, laughing a little
as he glances into the face of the country-bre- d,

yet delicate-looki- ng woman who
stands holding her basket so closely to
her side. " Yes, I know; why ?"

" I am his mother," Mary says, her
voice bright with pride.

" Had yon better not wait hero until
he comes?"

" I would far rather go to him, if you
would help me."

"You are quite sure?" he asks again,
with the laughing glance.

" Quite sure, sir."
" Then I will direct you, for I am go-

ing that way myself. You had better,
at any rate, leave your basket here."

So she gives it to the young woman,
with a shy request that it may be taken
care of, then follows her guide out into
the street It seems to Mary that they
have walked for miles down noisy and
bewildering streets, when they turn and
enter a wide and open doorway. With
a sign to his companion to follow, the
stranger walks on along a carpeted pas-

sage, only pausing a moment to speaic to
a man who is standing there, just as if
he might be waiting for them. Mary
followed her guide on and on, wondering
how this lighted way could lead to any
home which David had chosen for her.

Yet all the while her heart is flutter-
ing joyfully, because the meeting must
be now so near. Once more the stran-
ger stops to speak to some one who stands
at an inner door, then he leads her
through it, on amid a crowd of seated
figures.

" It you sit here," he says, with a
smile, pointing down to a vacant scat
which they have reached, "you will soon
see your Ron. Watch tho wide entrance
opposite you there, and you will see him
in a few minutes."

Mary thanks him with a simple earn-
estness, and takes the seat and waits;
her eyes fixed, with a smile of expecta

thing ? Is a man's life so valueless that
he should risk it thus to provoke a mo
ment s passing wonder? is deatu so
trivial a thing that he should brave it
recklessly thus, to win a moment's ap
plause ? Ah ! to think of this man's life
and then of Davy's I

Another minute, and tho man she
watohea amines to a doublo roDO which
hangs from the lofty ceiling, and, sitting
there at eas, looks down upon the
crowd. Then Mary's eyes look full into
his face.

It is a special performance at the
circus on this June night, being the
farewell of tho famous gymnast Mon-

sieur Sulli, who, after his brief aud
brilliant career, is retiring from the
profession in which he shines without a
rival, intending to settle down so it is
rumored, ironically and discontentedly

to office work with an accountant, and
to live in a small house out in a north
suburb, with an old mother from the
country. So ridiculous, in the very
zenith of his fame.

On this farewell night he is to perform
(for the last time) his greatest feat a
feat which no one but himself has ever
attempted. From the flying trapeze
where he now stands, swinging himself
carelessly to and fro, he will spring to a
stationary one forty feet distant; and,
passing through this, will catch it by
one foot only, and hang suspended so,
one hundred feet above tho arena.

A dangerous exploit, of course ; but
performed with wondrous nerve and
skill. Surely it will be a pity if, liav-in- g

made his reputation, Monsieur Sulli
shall still persist in his determination to
retire from the ring.

A grand success? Tho shout of ap
planse, which shakes the great buildiug
from floor to ceiling, testifies to this
beyond a question. Decidedly a grand
success! Though in one seat among
the crowd a solitary woman, who is a
stranger there, sits, white, and still, and
dead. Beigravia.

ot a Poor Man's Land.
A private letter from a citizen of So

lano county, California, to n friend in
Illinois, contains the following: "You
ask me about the propriety of laboring
men moving to California. As a

remark, I will say that it is
a great big country lots of territory
the choice pieces of which are in the
hands of farmers or speculators. As a

result, farming does not pay at the
present time. It is almost wholly a cereal
country, and the raising of wheat, does
not pay. Millions of bushels are on
hand now, for which there is no market.
We grow plenty of fruit, but that is
perishable and can t be exported. La-

borers' wages here on farms range from
$30 to $40 per month, with board; but
a man must be a skilled teamster or
plowman to command $10. They plow
with gaugs three or four plows fastened
together using six or eight horses in
the team. One who can manage one of
these teams can command $30 and $10 per
month. Common hands, owing to the
Chinese, who are very apt at all light
work where no animals are to be han
dled, can only realtze gzo to $io per
menth. 1 would not advise any poor
man at the East to leave $20 or per
month to come to California. We are
situated thus: The Greeks, Italians,
Portuguese and Chinese do our fishing,
the Portuguese and Chinese our garden-
ing, Irish girls and Chineno our house-
work an t washing, the Mexiixms our
shepherdiug, the Jews our storekoepiug,
the Grangers our biff farming, aud the
Americans our railroading, boating,
speculating, banking, etc, and, together
with the Irish, talk politics and hold the
offices."

Pacific Coast Ship-BalMIn- g.

Ship-buildin- g is going on with
activity on the Pacific coast, quite

a number being already on the stocks.
Iu 18T5 a fleet of sixty vessels was
launched aggregating 9,070 tons. The
great majority of Jhose already out are
engaged in trade with Mexico, Central
America, the Pacific islands, the fish-

eries and domestio racifio ports. The
more important features are the speed,
strength and endurance shown by near-

ly all the vessels built on this coast.

child."
"I do, mother," he says earnestly,

"only I talk more of the one. Aud
when I think things over, mother, I feel
sure that a man's occupation need make
no difference. My father had nothing
harder to battle with than the ignorance
of a lot of boys who, after all, loved him,
and tried to please him ; but I may be
just as good a man battling with the
world which seems so far from us, and
so unreal to us yet as he was in this
dear little qiuet nook. Don't you feel
this, mother ?

Yes, she feels it. Small as her know
ledge is, she knows of One who walked
unspotted through the world ; and poor
as she may be, she is rich in her great
trust in Him.

The sunset light is dying now, and the
mother and son sit watching it, in a
silence which is sweet with lore and
sympathy and when those, fair, pink
clouds fade and vanish from above the
sea, they rise and go into the cottage to-

gether.

CHATTER II.
"FOB HF.B EAB SAKE."

The first vacation of David's has
passed like a dream to his mother, and
now that the last day has arrived, she
feels as if only a week had sped, though
she had so regretfully and hungrily
counted (each morning and each night)
both the days that have been spent and
spent and those that are to come.

Another long absence follows; anoth-
er bright home-comin-g (in the frosty
Christmas darkness now); another ab-

sence; and so on, and on, and on, until
David comes home from school for the
last time of all.

lie meets his mother just within the
porch, where the flowers bloom that
summer as they liave bloomed through
every summer of his life, and he lias no
cloud upon his face. But, later
on, his mother's anxious question is an-
swered a little sadly.

"Yes, mother; I heard from the law-

yer yesterday. Grandfather's will does
not mention either of us. He has given
me all the help he meant to give. Well,
he has been very good, and now I am
ready to make my own start in the world.
But I must go at once. One delicious
day with you here, then for London 1

Don't look so sad, my mother; this shall
not be a long separation; not even so
long as the old school terms, for I will
soon come back to fetch you."

So after this one day he goes, laugh-
ing over his scanty purse, because his
hands are strong, he says, and his for-
tune, hope and courage. But when he
looks back, it is only through a mist of
tears that he can see the little cottage
where he leaves his mother in her loneli-
ness.

After David's departure the days pass
for Mrs. Sullivan just as the old school
days have done, except that now she has
a daily excitement in his letters. Never
can she settle to anything until the post-
man has come up the garden path, and
given into her trembling hand the letter
David never fails to send; the letter (full
of love and bravery aad hope) which
does his mother s heart such good.

At last one letter comes in which he
tells her he has found employment in an
accountant's office; employment which
is very easy to him, and which he likes.
though the salary he is to receive is
smaller man ne nau anticipated wnen ne
so hopefully began his search.

" But I will work so well," he writes,
" that the firm will raise my salary soon,
and then I will come for you. Ah I

mother, I can indeed work hard and
loner and steadily for that good end."

So, in the cottage, Mary works hard
too, confident in the realization of his
plan, an1 living with him, through her
long day-dream- s, in a London which
exists in her imagination only a wide,
calm city where all the young men have
David's face and David's nature, and
guide skillfully tho machinery of the
world,

But the time goes on, and David only


